6                                 VENETIA.
gothic building, that bacl once been an abbey of great repute and wealth, and bad riot much suffered in its external character, by having served for nearly two centuries and a half as the principal dwelling of an old baronial family.
Descending the downy hill, that here and there was studded with fine old trees, enriching by their presence the view from the abbey, Lady Annabel and her party entered the meads, and, skirting the lake, approached the venerable walls without crossing the stream.
o                              .
It was difficult to conceive a scene more silent and more desolate. There was no sign of life, and not a sound save the occasional cawing of a rook, xldvancing towards the abbey, they passed a pile of buildings that, in the summer, might be screened from sight by tbe foliage of a group of elms, too scanty at present to veil their desolation.. Wide gaps in tbe roof proved that the vast and dreary stables were no longer used; there were empty granaries, whose doors had fallen from their hinges; the gate of the courtyard was prostrate ou the ground ; and the silent clock thai once adcrned tbe cupola over tbe noble entrance arch, bad-long lost its index. Even the litter of the yard appeared dusty and grey \vith age. You felt sure no human foot could have disturbed it for years. At the back of these buildings were nailed the trophies of the gamekeeper: hundreds of wild cats, dried to blackness, stretched their, downward heads and legs from the mouldering wall; hawks, magpies, and jays hung in tattered remnants! but all grey, and even green, with age; and the heads of bii-ds in plenteous rows, nailed beak upward, and so dried and shrivelled by the suns and winds and frosts of many seasons, that their distinctive characters were lost. , * Do you know, my good Pauncefort/ said Lady Annabel, * that 1 have an odd fancy to-day to force an entrance into the old abbey. It is strange, fond as I arn of this walk, that we have never yet entered it.. Do you recollect our last vain efforts ? Shall we be more fortunate this time, .think you?'